Poetry and Politics
friends who, because of their breeding and background, are
interfering with that defeat.
There are passages in Auden's work that the blind could
read, as when he considers the older generation:
These ordered light
But had no right.
And handed on
War and a son
Wishing no harm
But to be warm
These went to sleep
On the burningTieap.
Or again, when he addresses his contemporaries or those
elders in whom the blood still runs:
Shut up talking, charming in the best suits to be had in town,
Lecturing on navigation while the ship is going down.
Drop those priggish ways for ever, stop behaving like a stone:
Throw the bath-chairs right away, and learn to leave ourselves
alone.
If we really want to live, we'd better start at once to try;
If we don't, it doesn't matter, but we'd better start to die.
This poem is richer for one who hears under it the ironic echo:
For I dipt, into the future, far as human eye could see,
Saw the Vision of the world, and all the wonder that would be;
Saw the heavens fill with commerce, argosies of magic sails,
Pilots of the purple twilight, dropping^down with costly
bales;
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